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THE MAINE 


The United States Battleship Maine was of second-class, 
launched in 1890, blown up in Havana Harbor February 15th, 
1898, at 9:40 p. m. 

Length over all 324 feet. 4 x / 2 inches; breadth, extreme, 
57 feet; mean draught 21 feet 6 inches; displacement, 6682 
tons: speed, 17 knots per hour; 9293 horse power; turret armor 
8 1 3 inches thick. 

Armament, 4 10-inch breech loading rifles: 14 rapid fire 
guns; 4 revolving guns; 4 gattling guns; 7 torpedo tubes; the 
side belt was 12 inches thick and 180 feet long; cost $3,000,000. 

Officers and crew, 450; killed and drowned, 266. 










DESTRUCTION OF THE MAINE 


1 To Cuba’s fair and flowery soil,. 

That’s governed now by Spain, 

The watchword and the battle cry 
Is the remembered Maine. 

2 Fair Cuba’s fought for freedom 

Full three long years or more, 

But now we hope in triumph free 
The Cuban flag will soar. 

3 The Union flag, our Stars and Stripes, 

On the Cuban coast unfurled — 

Now it declares that Cuba’s free 
To the entire world. 

4 In slavery’s bond this isle has been 

For many centuries past; 

The butcheries of the innocent 

Must not forever last. > 

5 The little children forced to starve, 

And men and women slain ; 

Their property and homes laid low 
By the misrule of Spain. 
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6 Our flag remained as neutral 

To those deadly-sickening sights 
Till Cuban Spaniards dealt a blow 
On our most sacred rights. 

7 The Spanish rule in Cuba 

A robe of treachery donned. 

And hurled so many seamen 
Into the great beyond. 

S The Maine was sent to Cuba 
By order of General Lee ; 

And, lying off Havana coast, 

In that (piiet, tranquil sea. 

9 Not thinking of the danger 

That lurked beneath her staves, 

Our battle ship and gallant crew 
Are now beneath the waves. 

10 Torpedo mines were planted 

At the bottom of the bay 
To sink whatever vessel chanced 
To come along that way. 

11 Our battle ship was anchored 

On a friendly mission here ; 

When two explosions there were heard. 
No Spanish ship was near. 
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2 This planted mine—it did the work ; 

She settled sure, but slow ; 

There many slept beneath the waves 
Of the Gulf of Mexico. 

3 A sailor boy, with dark-gray eyes, 

Lay dying on the deck : 

“ Take the story to my loved ones 
About this fatal wreck.” 

4 The comrade, bending o’er him, 

Caught the sailor's dying strain ; 

“ Tell my sweetheart that’s in Nashville 
That I died upon the Maine. 

5 “ Take this message and this picture 

To a distant friend for me ; 

For once I lived in Nashville, 

In Middle Tennessee. 

6 “ And deliver her this message : 

To never weep for me ; 

For my spirit dwells around her. 

While my body’s in the sea.” 

7 The dying boy was buried 

In the wreckage of the Maine, 

But there remains one link for him 
In memory’s golden chain. 
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i 8 An inquiry court was summoned 
To investigate the Maine, 

That all the world might know 
The treachery of Spain. 

19 The Yankee divers soon at work. 

With muscles brave and stout, 

Then gave in as their verdict 
An explosion from without. 

20 Then Spain sent over divers 

To cruise where ours had been : 

They told the court that surely 
The explosion was within. 

21 Our court's investigation 

Was plain as plain could be, 

That sure our Maine was sunk 
By Spanish treachery. 

22 Our President was stubborn 

I11 declaring martial law ; 

Now there’s a chance to realize 
What McKinley plainly saw : 

23 Our sons would have to bleed and die 

In the nation’s fight with Spain. 
Though death will stare 11s in the face. 
We can’t forget the Maine. 
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24 The message sent to Congress 

Was plain, that all might see 
That McKinley knew his business, 

That Cuba must be free. 

25 Then fifty million dollars 

Was paid onr President 
To buy more naval vessels, 

And Spain’s insults resent. 

26 Our fleet at length was ready, 

And ordered to Key West ; 

McKinley now is certain 
That Spain will do her best. 

27 The squadron bound for Cuba, 

With several in the van, 

When the mighty gunboat Nashville 
Spied a Spanish merchantman. 

28 She signaled, “ Stop your vessel,” 

Which the Spaniard did ignore, 

Hut kept on plowing through the waves 
For Cuba’s hostile shore. 

29 The Nashville fired a dummy shot, 

But the Spaniard kept his speed ; 
Then a six-pound ball across his bow, 
To this he did pay heed. 
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30 The Spanish ship was boarded 

By “ Yankees” brave and bold. 

And towed to harbor at Key West, 

In history ’twill be told. 

31 Then spoke up Nashville’s gunner : 

“ I wish to storm these walls, 

And grind up Morro Castle 
With Yankee cannon balls.” 

32 Then Sampson went out cruising 

Around Matanzas Bay, 

And received a shot of warning 
Before the second day. 

33 He turned his “ ironclad” round about 

Toward Matan/as town, 

Then steamed right in the harbor, 

And tore their batteries down. 

34 Their earthworks now demolished, 

Their army torn and slain, 

They surely will remember 
The Sampson and the Maine. 

35 So when the fight was over, 

And the smoke had cleared away, 
“There’s nothing killed but one old mule’ 
That’s what the Spanish say. 
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36 We think Admiral Sampson 

Might secure a Cuban pass, 

And slay a thousand Spaniards 
With the jawbone of this ass. 

37 The distant fleet from Hong Kong, 

Just off Manila Bay, 

With gallant Dewey at the head, 
Their Yankee airs did play. 

38 Nine Spanish vessels loomed in sight; 

With six did Dewey ride. 

He faced the Spanish navy, 

With batteries on each side. 

39 He steamed right in the harbor, 

And shot and shell he poured; 

He sank the Christiana, 

With all her crew on board. 

40 Manila has been captured; 

The insurgents now will stand 
And guard the rights of freemen 
In this far distant land. 

41 And when the warfare’s over. 

And cpiiet reigns around, 

We hope that Spain will stay at home, 
Tread none but Spanish ground. 
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42 We hope that General Gomez, 

Who the best of life has spent 
For Cuba’s rights and freedom, 

Be fair Cuba’s President. 

43 In memory’s chain there dwells a link 

That Spain can never sever. 

No North, no South, no East, no West; 
But we are one forever. 
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TENNESSEE. 


1 Our noble State has risen 

To honor and to fame, 

And may there never be a blot 
On Tennessee’s fair name ; 

May guardian angels keep her, 

As she has always been, 

The last in war, the first in peace, 
And always free from sin. 

2 Three sons of Tennessee 

Have trod the White House floor, 
One braved the mighty monarch 
From Britain’s distant shore. 

He fought the battle of Orleans, 

And he the victory won ; 

The British crown surrendered 
To Tennessee’s brave son. 

3 In streams of navigation 

She’s never been surpassed, 

The broad, deep Mississippi 
Flows by her on the west ; 

Her placid, lovely namesake 
Twice through her soil flows ; 
While the pretty little Cumberland, 
With onward march it goes. 
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4 Her marble aw 1 her limestone 

The world cannot excel, 

With mineral springs too numerous 
To ever try to tell - 
Her phosphate and her oils. 

Her silver and her gold, 

With Hickman County’s iron 
And Marion County’s coal. 

5 Her forests full of timber. 

Her fields are full of corn, 

Her mountains full of treasures 
Four millions yet unborn ; 

Her heroes full of courage, 

Her fair ones full of love, 

Her country full of churches 
That worship Christ above. 

6 Her capital is Nashville, 

With Memphis next in line ; 
Then in comes Chattanooga, 

Like Bingen on the Rhine. 

Her lands—they are so varied 
That none need e’er complain ; 
There’s many thousand citizens 
That came from over the main. 
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7 She’s carried out the gospel— 

This holy, sacred gem, 

That heathens might know something 
Of the Babe of Bethlehem— 

To Greenland’s icy regions 

And the Alpine mountain steep, 

To Arabia’s barren deserts, 

Far o’er the briny deep. 

8 May the name of lovely Tennessee 

From the Union ne’er depart, 

For she now fills a sacred place 
I11 many a Union heart; 

And may honor, peace, and plenty 
Her coronet adorn, 

For just a hundred years ago 
Fair Tennessee was born. 
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Be Sure You’re Right, Then Go Ahead. 


Good people, please listen, and I’ll tell to you 
A story that’s old and no older than true ; 

For these are the words good parents have said : 

“ Be sure you are right, and then go ahead.” 

• 

This lesson’s been taught in ages that’s past ; 

It seems, like the sphinx, ’twill forever last, 

And it will be taught long after we’re dead : 

“ Be sure you are right; and then go ahead.” 

Some lessons are hard and tedious to learn, 

But there’s no road so long but what it must turn. 
Young ravens will die unless they are fed, 

“ Be sure you are right, and then go ahead.” 

If gossip and rumor are going the round, 

Hold up the innocent till guilty they’re found ; 

If about your neighbor something’s been said, 

” Be sure you are right, before going ahead.” 

In all undertaking please bear this in mind ; 

That wherever your station, success you’ll find 
If you will listen to what I have said : 

41 Be sure you are right, then go on ahead.” 
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The Picture on the Wall; or, the Old Armchair. 


Oftentimes I think of home. 

Where in pleasure I did roam. 

And the many happy scenes that were there ; 
But the sweetest of them all 
Is the picture on the wall 
Of my mother in her old armchair. 

O, I wish I were a boy, 

With a heart of mirth and joy, 

See the cottage, with its low, winding stair ; 
But I ne’er shall see the place, 

With that dear old happy face 
Of my mother in her old armchair. 

She is laid beneath the sod, 

And her spirit is with God ; 

Yet I still keep the dress she did wear 
When she had that picture made 
Sitting in the old oak’s shade ; 

’Tis my mother in her old armchair. 

That picture’s new and bright 
In my memory to-night 
As it hung there suspended in the air ; 
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And I never will forget 
How that clear old mother sat, 

Just reclining in her old armchair. 

My thoughts are far away 
To one bright and summer day 
When the honeysuckle filled the balmy air, 
As we all did gather round 
On the pleasant vintage ground. 

With my mother in her old armchair. 

O, the years have down and passed ! 
Precious childhood cannot last; 

And the picture—it is musty, yet it’s fair. 
My mother’s laid in clay, 

Vet I hope some happy day 
To behold her in her old armchair. 




Will You Love Mk when I’m Old. 


Will You Love Me When I'm Old. 


Tune— Pass Me Not % , O Gentle Savior. 


We are traveling on life’s road together. 
Yet our pathways lie apart; 

And—O—you do not know the sorrow 
That of late has filled my heart. 


On you my fondest hopes are centered ; 

I’ll try to make my heart be bold. 

And the sweetest words you’ve spoken 
Are that you’ll love me when I’m old. 

The pledge you gave me I’ll remember. 
That same pledge you bear in mind ; 
And when the barricades are broken, 
True earthly bliss you then shall find. 

This fond hope I now will cherish 
In summer’s heat and winter’s cold. 
And my heart will know no sadness 
If you’ll love me when I’m old. 
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Will You Love Me when I’m Old. 


We’ll travel on life’s road together. 
Joined by l ; nks of purest love ; 

No earthly power those links can sever 
Till called to live with Christ above. 

And then we’ll face the King of Glory, 
And join in anthems loud and bold, 
And tell the Lord of hosts the story 
That we loved when we were old. 
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The Jones’ Creek Shore. 


In the dead hours of night, when all things are still, 

My mind wanders back to the home on the hill, 

To my father and mother, and I but a lad, 

So reckless and wild, so mischievous and bad. 

I can close my eyes, too, and see the old home, 

And the deep-tangled wildwood, where in youth I did roam, 
The hasp and the staple on the old stable door, 

And the orchard of maples on the Jones’ Creek shore. 

I can see the canoe, with its paddle and chain ; 

My hooks and my poles, my gig and my sein, 

My ball and my bat, my skates and my sled, 

And the big chestnut trough where the oxen were fed ; 

And again in my vision I plainly can see 
The spot in the field where I cut the first hay, 

The crib and the barn, with its heavy oak door, 

And my swing of gravevines on Jones’ Creek shore. 

At night, gathered round, in the family band, 

The light burning brightly on the old candle stand, 

Father reads from the book of “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” 

While mother is stitching a cotton-checked dress, 

The wood burning brightly in the old fireplace, 

And the glimmering coals shed a light on my face, 

As I lay on my pallet, spread out on the floor, 

At that cherished old home on the Jones’ Creek shore. 
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Thk Joxk’s Crkek Shori:. 

But time—it steals on me, and manhood I see ; 

I am joyous and happy, light-hearted and gay ; 

I soon have a sweetheart as pure as a dove, 

And I lead to the altar the one that I love. 

Cruel death comes to see me, and takes her away ; 

The wife of my bosom is now laid in the clay. 

On earth we are parted ; I shall see her no more ; 

No, never again on the Jones’ Creek shore. 

In the wanderings of mind sometimes I can see 
The oak and the walnut and old cedar tree, 

The branch and the spring, and the big wagon gate 
That made such a rattle when I was out late ; 

But the friends are all gone from around the old home, 
Some sleeping in silence, some have left there to roam 
Vet I wish I could see them as in days of yore ; 

But I never will meet them on Jones’ Creek shore. 


I’ve been toiling and sowing these long weary years. 
Reaping disappointments, sorrows, failures, and cares ; 
I’m a broken-down man, all alone in the world ; 
Prosperity’s banner — will it ne’er be unfurled ? 

The home of my youth — O, I wish I could see, 

Be a boy once more just but for one day, 

See the mother that trod on the old kitchen floor, 

At the happy old home on the Jones’ Creek shore. 
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Yet why do I mourn for the days that are passed ? 

The sweet days of childhood cannot always last ; 

Some bitterness and sadness our pathway must dim, 
And fill sorrow’s measure clear up to the brim. 

But these sad reflections I now will resign, 

And l>e content with the lot that is now surely mine, 
And face the world bravely, and never give o’er, 
Though I love the old home on the Jones’ Creek shore. 
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The Time I Am Wishing to See. 


The Time I Am Wishing to See. 


() to be out on the Hickman hills, 

Under the sky’s warm blue, 

Out in the daisy-starred meadows, 
Strolling with you ! 

Forgetting the past with its heartache, 
Forgetting to-day with its pain, 
Forgetting how useless the yearning to be 
With you again. 

The world that believed me unfaithful 
Saw how little you cared, and yet 
I have wondered if in another’s love 
You could forget. 

That June with its mellow sunshine, 

That day with its perfect peace, 

Or sometimes wished, as 1 do to-day, 

For death’s release. 

O could we both be lying 
Wrapt in eternal sleep, 

With the daisies swaying above us, 

Their vigils keep. 

Forgotten by and forgetting 
The world that put us apart, 

At peace in the happy stillness — 

Heart to heart ! 
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A Widower’s Soliloquy. 

1 Mow I long for the pleasures 

And endearments of home ! 

Then no more in this cold, 

Dreary world will I roam, 

So calm and contented. 

Yes, then will I be 
With the one that I love 
To dwell there with me— 

2 A place where the roses 

Twine over the door, 

A place where the sunlight 
Streams in on the floor, 

A place where I’m welcome, 

And always will be, 

Made so by my darling, 

My sweet Minnie I). 

3 The sweetest of hours 

That man ever spends 
Are when blessed with a loving wife, 
Children, and friends. 

Though troubles assail him, 

They are all soon forgot, 

As he drinks of the cup 
That inebriates not. 
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A home with such treasures 
Is one that I crave, 

O, may I enjoy it 

Before entering the grave ! 

A home with such blessings 
A heaven will be, 

If controlled by my darling 
My own Minnie I). 

She pledged herself faithful, 
As her hand lay in mine, 
Then around my neck gently 
Her arms did entwine. 

In the sight of high heaven 
Our hearts beat as one, 

God help us prove faithful 
To the race now begun. 

And when life’s work’s ended, 
And time is no more, 

And the angel of death 
Calls around at our door, 

May we gain a sweet home 
In the mansions on high, 
Prepared by the Savior 
For Minnie and I. 



Thk Tkkrv Danck. 


27 


The Terry Dance 


1 One night in the cold months of winter. 

When the dewdrops lay frozen and chill, 
The young folks began soon to gather 
At Terry’s house, far on the hill. 

2 A dance had been planned by the boys 

To have a little fun by degrees; 

The girls said they’d be so delighted, 

And Terry said he’d set up the peas. 

3 The black eyes that live there at home 

Received every guest as they came ; 

She’s charming, delightful, and pretty— 
Miss Nora we’ll call her by name. 

4 Well, Fits and John Terry were there, 

And Ula, with smiling black eyes ; 

Van Redden came in and noticed— 

Smiling Van you would know by his size. 

5 Jode Chappell left home with three girls : 

Miss Beula, Miss Maud, Sarah Lee ; 

And soon Buck Chappell, with fiddle, 

Came on with Big Clymer, you see. 
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The Terry Dance. 


6 Then others soon made their appearance ; 

Among them was Lawson and Van ; 

Then Bob says : “ You all must be happy ; 

I'll make things serene if I can.” 

7 Then Berry’s smiling face was soon seen 

Among the gay dancers that night. 

Miss Ida was Berry's first choice ; 

Yes, Berry danced clear out of sight. 

8 Dave Chappell and Bob made appearance 

At the scenes of this gay, happy place. 

Dave Estes then made himself seen, 

With a broad smile over his face. 

9 John Tatum’s loud voice could be heard 

Above the timing of so many feet. 

The fiddle seemed full of the sport, 

As Black Walter leaned back in his seat. 

10 But the best of it all is not told. 

While the dancing was “ go as you please,” 
Some one stealthily climbed through a window 
’And stole some of Bob’s goober peas. 

11 The ones that took them are silent. 

But we think that it ought to be known : 
They should pay Bob Terry the money. 

As they have now had the fun. 
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12 At present the blame lies on two, 

Because they are mischievous and wild ; 
But we think they are honest and true, 
And their innocence that of a child. 

13 But the gayety now is all over, 

Yet two bad boys we’ll tease ; 

\Ye hope they’ll take it good-natured, 

And Terry get pay for his peas. 
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Tennessee. 


1 Fair Tennessee’s name to glory quickly arose ; 

The extent of her wealth no living man knows ; 

No spot on the earth has gained such a name 
Or made such advances toward honor and fame. 

2 She’s four hundred miles long by one hundred miles wide, 
And not one of her sisters that lies by her side 

Can say she is bounded by as many as she ; 

For the number is seven, you plainly can see. 

3 Three of Tennessee’s sons filled the President’s chair : 
Polk, Johnson, and Jackson (from the Hermitage fair) ; 
Her bards and her sages unrivaled will soar 

To honor and fame until time is no more. 

4 Her coal and her iron, her silver and gold, 

Her wealth still increasing, her treasures untold ; 

May the sun of prosperity continue to beam, 

While King Corn and King Cotton both reign here supreme. 

5 The “City of Rocks” is her capital town ; 

For churches and colleges she has a world-wide renown, 
And the “City of Bluffs” held high in her pride, 

While the broad Mississippi flows by her side. 
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6 The marble of Knoxville the world can’t excel, 

With phosphate and minerals too numerous to tell ; 

Her limestone and granite in history enroll, 

With old Hickman’s fine iron and Marion’s coal. 

7 In navigable streams she is second to none ; 

Her placid namesake twice through her does run ; 

The “Father of Waters’’ flows here on the west, 

While the Cumberland drains the high mountain crest. 

8 In the highlands of Middle and East Tennessee 
Are mineral springs as fine as can be, 

Those life-giving fountains her sisters admire, 

While people flocked to them from pestilence dire. 

9 She’s sent out the gospel both near and afar, 

That the world might know something of Bethlehem’s star ; 
Her fame to all nations some day will arise 
To extend with the main and dissolve with the skies. 

10 And so unto glory shall her fair ones ascend, 

And wisdom and beauty in harmony blend ; 

May we always protect them, for them we will tuil, 

Bure fountains of love on Tennessee soil. 

11 May the Goddess of Liberty this Centennial day 
Spread her silver-tipped wings o’er fair Tennessee ; 

May she always remain as she has up to date, 

And her name be forever the “ Volunteer State.’’ 










